SCENE    XII

"L'HOMME"

How, leading a running party of students at Jena,

I witnessed the battle, and the intrusion into

Goethe's house at Weimar

THERE is a peculiar beauty about a German
forest in autumn. The damp ground strewn
with the rich brown leaves of birch and
beech sends out an autumnal smell, and so do the
dark forests of pine and fir. In early morning one
may feel the sharp touch of frost, and almost certainly
a white mist will hang over the valleys, lakes, and
rivers. But about ten o'clock a pale sun is visible
through the mist, and by noon its light will be golden,
and the sky bright blue. If you go far into the hills,
you may hear the pattering of potatoes that a green-
coated forester throws down for the wild boars and
roebucks. In a few minutes the forest creatures come
stealing out of their coverts, and cluster around you
as in a fairy-story or a mediaeval picture of the Creation
or Christ's cradle in the hay. Twilight comes slowly,
and as the still air darkens into blue, orange lights of
fires and lamps suddenly appear in the cottages on the
hills and in the ancient houses surrounding the open
square of a little town.

Such an autumn I spent as a student in the old
University of Jena in 1886, while Bismarck still reigned
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